KINGS

King Canute

Sat down by the sea.
Up washed the tide

And away went he.

Good King Alfred

Cried, 'My sakes!
Not five winks,

And look at those cakes! *

Lackland John

Were a right royal Tartar
Till he made his mark

Upon Magna Carta:

Ink, seal, table,

On Runnymede green,
Anno Domini

12-15.

THE LOST SHOE
Poor little Lucy
By some mischance.
Lost her shoe
As she did dance:
'Twas not on the stairs,
Not in the hall;
Not where they sat
At supper at all.
She looked in the garden,
But there it was not;
Henhouse, or kennel,
Or high dovecote.
Dairy and meadow,
And wild woods through
Showed not a trace
Of Lucy's shoe,
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